After the pampa, undulant Uruguay delights mes because it is
normal. 1 realize the arduous originality of the pampa; the strain
upon its people of this abstract earth that has no manageable con-
tours. Even its mountains are pampa creased and broken; rising
abrupt, shaking clown the Ioani5 standing sterile. And most of
Patagonia is a high pampa; its hills are not mellow cradles of earth
and green and water; but sudden eruptions.
Motoring with Minister Ubaldo Ramon Guerra and Jose Pedro
Heguy Velasco (designated to help me by the Foreign Office which
has declared me its guest). I relax within this sunny winter world
which might be autumn Vermont or western New York, or France.
La Paz . . . Las Piedras^ where the Uruguayan gaucho hero5 Jose
Artigas, whipped the Spaniard, giving the government in Buenos
Aires time to set itself up. Ganalones, the sleepy, sturdy capital of a
Department. Santa Lucia, lovely old city on a river, where we
lunched alfresco under the poplars and willows: lunched as well as
in the old days in Bourgogne. (Here, Rod6 spent his summers:
the author of Ariel, the famous book which consigned to the United
States the role of Caliban.) Florida, where after many years of
failure in getting along with Buenos Aires, Uruguay at last accepted,
rather than declared, her independence. . . .
I am going to take it easy in Uruguay, 1 am invited to give three
lectures; I shall give only one. And when the threat of receptions
and dinners looms, I shall retreat. (My throat is still weak, but my
conscience is easy: that one lecture in the Paraninfo of the Univer-
sity has been broadcast to the nation; the completely free and varied
press has published detailed interviews in which 1 give my message;
and soon, my important lectures will be accessible in book form.)
Uruguay., perfect little landa smaller than the Argentine province of
Buenos Aires and the Brazilian province of Rio Grande do Sul,
which wedge her in from south and north, offers a superb chance
for me to meditate on certain general Hispano-American problems.
In her intensity and her simplicity, Uruguay is like a test-tube
answer.
WHAT is THE GAUCHO?
One is too apt to identify him entirely with the pampa. Uruguay
is not pampa; Uruguay is the country in which gaucho traits and
gaucho influence upon a country's ethos are most visible. Under-
stand them, and a good deal of the infinitely complex history of
this world becomes less clouded. For the classic gaucho of Argentina
and Uruguay is strongly related to the vaquero of southern Brazil;
to the cow-raising sertanejo of Brazil's vast hinterland^ to the llanero
of Venezuela. (The word gaucho is probably Portuguese.)
What then was the classic gaucho of Uruguay, let us say in the
year i8oos when he was ripe to make history? He was of mixed
bldod3 Spanish and Indian; and his Indian fathers were not of the
highly cultured races of the mountains: Andes or Mexico, or of the
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